Lottes Labour 7 s lo fic 

‘Dun*. A gilcNurmegge, 

Ber. A Lemmon. 

Lon. Stuckewich Cloucs. 
c L>um. Nocloucn. 

Brag. The Armipotent Mars of Launccsthe altniqhti 
Gaue Heft or a gift, the heire of Man ; 6 Jt 

tA manfo breathed , that ccrtatne he would fight: yea 
From morns till night , out ofhisPattillion . * 

I am that Flower. 

Dum. That Mint. 

"Long. ThatCullambine. S 

Brag. Sweet Lord Longauill, reine thy tongue, 

Lon. I muft r^her giue it the reine: for it runs againfttf^ 
Dttm. I, and He Stor's a Grey-hound. 

Brag. The fweet War-man is dead and rotten 
Sweet chuckes.beat not the bonesof the buried : 3 
iiutl will forward with my deuice ; 

Sweet Royaltie beftowonraethefencc of hearing. 

B erowne fieps forth. 

£u. Spcakc braue Heftor, we are much delighted. 

Bf a £- I doe adore thyfwcct Graces flipper. 

Boy. Loucsherbythcfoot. ri 

T)um. He may not by the yard. 

Brag. ThisHeSorfarref unmounted H.innibaft. 

S'/ r> ii „ Thepartieis gone. 

c OVi t (he is gone; flieistwomonethsonhcr 

Brag. What mcaneli thou? 

WenclT is y ? U ^- ay tbe Troyan, the poore 

#cady :t isyourr y:fl3e SqU1Cke,thCChild bra & S in llCrbcliy 

Thouiai?d°ie. ChOU infamonizc me araon g Potentates ? 
qyickc bv h; lcn He£iot bc Whipt for Iaquenetta that is 

®«». Moft a r a^“J« r ? r i! d “ d b r 

Renowned Pompej. 

the huge. rCaCCr tb - n 3 rC2C ;g r e«, great, great, Pompey \ T empty 


louesLabourslojl. 

or ?' lrt ‘"TJm will challenge him. 

Ko more mans bloodin-sbelly, then will fop 

Xii doe it by the (word , 1 prey you I* me borrow my 

^S'saomt for the iocenfed Worthies. 

STlle doe (tin m, (hire. 

M^t^T-tmtenhooleloweriDoyou 

JS "";L vncefrogLthe combat, whet mean, you? 

^ i 'D»^Youmay not denied, Pompey hath madetbe challenge. 
Brae, Sweet blood?, I both may, and will. . 

Ber. What reafon haue you for’t ? 

Brag; The naked truth of it is, I hauc no ihnt. 

* Tm^^^tt wsitdoyoed him in 

nen : fince when, lie befworne he wore none but a difliclout 

Iaquenettas, andthat he weares next his he “t fo rataua . 

Enter a MefengeryJMomf.cr Marcade. . 

£?W G etom«'^Xbu. *at thou inter. noted our 

m aSJTi am forrie Madam, for the newesl bring is hcany. 
in my tongue. The King your father, 

£)u. Dead for my life. 

.Mar. Euenfoi My talc is told. < 

Ber. Worthies away, ths Scene begins to cloud.- 
Brae. F or mine owne parc.I breath freebreath: i naue ic-ene 
the day of wrong, through the little hole of diicretion, ana & 
Will right my felfelikea Souldier. Exmt tV rnhies, ; 

Kin. vfttir Maieftie? 


